A woman's view - Helen of Troy 

Rachel Parry 


This is the tenth year of the war, the war of which I am the cause. I look out onto the 
fighting and see people dying, all because of me. I feel the guilt every day and I hate myself, 
but there is nothing I can do now. How I wish I had been able to resist Paris all those years 
ago, for then there would be no war. When Paris came to me I went with him willingly, 
leaving my happy home, for I thought I loved him. However, now I know that it was not love, 
but lust, lust that was stirred in my body by the Goddess Aphrodite. The only true love I 
could ever feel is the love I feel for my first husband, Menelaos. The only thing I feel for 
Paris is hatred and repulsion. Soon after I arrived in Troy, the desire I had been so strongly 
overcome with for Paris, faded away. I soon realised what he really was, not a noble warrior, 
but a coward. Only when the Achaian troops arrived here did I realise what I had caused in 
going with Paris. 

The last two days of fighting seem to suggest that the war may be drawing to an end. I hope 
it will, but to whom victory will go I do not know. The Achaian side seem to have lost 
Achilles who is known to be one of their greatest warriors, which may be an advantage to 
the Trojan side, but it all depends on the will of the gods. A duel between Paris and 
Menelaos was announced, and the winner would have gained possession of me and hope 
fully end the war. This would save all the unnecessary bloodshed, but it also meant the 
division of loyalties for me, (live here in Troy and have done for ten years. I have been 
accepted here and am treated well by many, so there is no reason for me to be against the 
Trojans, except perhaps for my hatred of Paris, I am conscious of my guilt and I hate myself. 

I am a constant reminder to the Trojans of the cause of the war. I am also the symbol of 
Paris' guilt which implicates the whole of Troy. 

I knew in my heart that I wanted to be with Menelaos once again, and for Paris to die, but 
this was for my own selfish reasons. I hate Paris, but if he died it would mean victory for the 
Achaians and the fall of Troy, and I would never wish that. Even though some people still 
hate me, there are others that have always been kind, such as Priam and Hektor, the leader 
of Troy and his son. They have grown fond of me, as I have of them. They blame the gods, 
not me, for they know that to the gods mortals are like puppets. However strong our wills 
may be, the gods always triumph. They do not care whether men live or die, they only want 
to fulfil their own childish games. 


Menelaos would have been the victor of the duel for he was clearly superior in every 
respect. But Aphrodite carried Paris away and saved him from his death, and the fate of 
Troy. The Goddess brought the coward to me, and forced me to lie with him. I tried to resist. 



but I was overpowered by her force. She once again used her cruel, vindictive power over 
me, leaving me ashamed, not only of myself, but also of my hated husband. He left the 
fighting and let his family, and the whole of Troy, down. He is shameless, he broke the 
agreement between the two sides. He cares nothing for his fighting honour: he leaves it all 
to others. My contempt for Paris is often a mixture of feelings of repulsion and attraction. 
However, the attraction is only lust, caused by Aphrodite, and after the duel when I was face 
to face with her. I recognised it. It is so unfair that the gods treat people's lives in such a 
callous way . . . 
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